





















































might so blend as to give the surface of the skin the complexion 
of surrounding objects, and thus render it invisible, like that of 


of physical structure, I discharged it to proceed with the operation. 

Signor Riccardo recovered rapidly, and at the end of two weeks 
was ready to be discharged. As he grasped my hand at parting 











straw hat, poured some “food” into the aperture disclosed and 
stepped back to await results. 

Instantly the figure gazed curiously around and then sat up¬ 
right at attention, regarding his owner enquiringly. 

“ Gid up! ” said Josiah. 

Tom promptly arose and the farmer and his wife stumbled over 
the furniture in the involuntaiy backward movement which they 
simultaneously made. 

“ What you laughin’fer, dratyer?” shouted Josiah, regaining 























“ Ef ye two don’t git out pretty lively, I’ll set th’ dog on yer! 
The tramps indulged in a hearty laugh, and then one said, in 
peremptory tone: 

“ Come, ole lady, trot out yer grub, or we’ll help ourselves.” 
Mrs. Corndropper’s temper, never of the mildest, was now 








were handcuffed and committed to the lock-up, and Mrs. Com- 



As no vote of thanks could be made intelligible to Tom, and no 
increase of rations would be grateful or necessary to his inner 
anthropomorphy, the Corndroppers were forced to be content with 
putting their appreciation into a testimonial to the Ely Mfg. Co. 

make at the grocery, where he never tired of boasting of a hired 
man who could do the work of three, on six cents a day, and earn 
his employer a live hundred dollar premium the first year. 
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She smiled trustingly, 
deed, I am only beginnin 
wonderful century—but 
familiarity with the distafl 




































































light and color. It i 
































































Our companion came back from the window whereon the heavy 
wash of the rain was now playing, and refilled his glass from the 
pitcher of shandygaff. 

“ So you are just on the point of making your first trip to the 
East?” Lamison asked, to my unutterable amazement. 

Gage nodded. M Yes. In a few days I shall have decided.” 

I looked blankly at him. 

“ Then I suppose you will have your quarrel with the family by 

Gage sighed deeply. “ Yes, I shall have to go through with it 
again. Fortunately the worst stages come first, and I have been 
feeling the after effects for some days already.” 

Lamison looked at my confusion with amusement. 

“ Tell Robertson about it all, old man,” he said. “ He is per¬ 


fectly trustworthy, and yours is such an interesting story. To 
begin with, tell him how old you are.” 
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1, graceful figu 




















The Phantom Dromedary.* 














ally courageous man. Once when I had wound 














was wandering aimlessly about on the desert or lying dead in some 
arroyo? Eleven o’clock came. I walked out on the trail and 
looked to southward. The moon was shining brightly, and 
objects were clearly visible at a considerable distance. As I stood 
scanning the horizon line for sight of some moving object, there 
arose, away off on the white, dusty pathway, a screech of mortal 
fright, followed by an awful, moaning cry. Hurrying to the tent, 
I seized my rifle and dashed in the direction from which the sound 

























should the relief party catch me, I knew my life would not be 
worth a copper. Finally, as Ayeslia grasped my sheath knife, I 
wrenched it from her hand aud plunged it into her neck. Then, 
mounting Chushah hastily, I sped away, just as the belated rescuers 
bore swiftly down upon the scene of the conflict. 

“They halted a moment where Ayesha lay, and then, with wild 
fury, spurred their horses in pursuit. But I was already nearly 
half a mile distant, aud mounted upon the most rapid racing 
camel the Nile Valley knew. Their animals were wearied with a 
day’s ride over the hot sands; mine was fresh, and after a 
slight gain by the first spurt, they rapidly receded in the moon¬ 
light. All night the tireless dromedary hastened northward. 
When day broke, I was so far away as to be fully assured of pres- 






























































































In the Sierra Madres.* 


BY NEWTON NEWKIRK. 



“I prophesy that the potentialities of the new liquid air 
will outrival any the world has ever known — even steam and 
electricity,” Thurston had said. Yalquez flicked the ash from his 
cigarette and looked up quizzically. 

“ New?” There was the faintest flavor of a sneer in his tone. 
“New? Liquid air is by no means new; why, I have known of 
it for sixty years! ” 

For the instant it occurred to Thurston that the wine had a 
shade the better of his guest, but a clear eye and earnest manner 
contradicted the suspicion. 











; by artificial means. The chamber 
impregnable headquarters and in i 




















with age, and the writing pale; our | 
were rusted, and the woodwork of t 
cracked. By a kind of tacit agreemen 














































A Witch City Mystery.* 















































“ Wait. I ain’t through yet. It was about three o’clock when 
the coachman entered. After awhile the horses began to stray 
away, and my errand boy held ’em till about sundown, when I got 
on the box myself and drove to the watch-house. I brought pretty 
good proof that time, I guess, and two constables went back with 
me, and what do you think we saw ? There was old Hawksley on 















but he eluded me, and panting, but calmly as ever, gasped : 

“ If you injure me you may lose your father. He’s alive now, 
and well—better than he has been since boyhood. You'll thank 
me for this — though I’ve kept him longer than I meant to.” 

“In heaven’s name — ” I started to say, and stopped. The man 
was as mad as a hatter. 

“Wait; be calm; you shall see. Here, I need your help with 
this cask. We must pour its contents into the large one I have 
just dusted. But don’t spill the least drop. It might be a finger 
or a toe, or even an eye. One cannot tell. And don’t let the 
liquid touch you; it would injure you. Easy, now, lift together.” 

Though I was sure he was as crazy as a loon, I thought it best 









“ My grandfather made the next step forward, and his restoring 
chemical not only gave back iron for iron, but brass — which is an 
alloy — for brass, bronze for bronze, spelter for spelter, and so on. 
But when he dissolved an animal — say a sickly cat —he only re¬ 
covered a great quantity of separate particles, though analysis 
showed that they contained every substance that the live cat had 






































The Invisible City.* 


















“ There is no need to detail my struggles — they lasted for three 
years, and at last I gave up the unequal conflict.. It was in the 
Invisible City, late at night, I remember, that I at last admitted 
defeat, and, once conquered, I made immediate preparations to 
open my new career and completely close the old. Human life, I 
am glad to say, has never weighed much with me. Our immense 
water reservoir was situated on the hillside just above the city, 
and by night I employed myself secretly in weakening the gates. 
I also labored to turn the lialf dry course of a river that a cloud¬ 
burst always changed to a roaring torrent, and to deflect it toward 
the reservoir. The valley would fill like a cup with the next 
cloud-burst, and not a man could pass the lines, even under fear 
of death. For myself, the only danger was that which always 
menaced me in leaving the city, — that the grounded Hypnotic 
wires should make the earth circuit to my body — for the constant 
neighborhood of the strange psycho-physical currents liad produced 
an effect somewhat akin to polarization — to avoid a technical 
explanation. As a safeguard I wore a complete garment of woven 
glass, manufactured by our own processes and flexible as cloth. 






















scarlet light — throbbing, quivering, unspeakably glorious. He 

difficulty turning bis head to the proper angle, he caught sight of 
the great circular blot of the earth, half obscured in fan-shaped 












reached the realm of absolute zero ! ” 

The great scientist gave a short nod and grunt of satisfaction, 
and turned smilingly away to make some notes, while a pair of 
soft arms stole about Heston's neck. 

“ Dearest,” he murmured, gazing into the sweetest face on earth 
to him, “ I believe I do want to live, after all! ” 






























































































































































The Gargoyle Room.* 












t the room with distinctness. T1 
horrible object—a large stone j 
kvarf, fastened high on the wall 












dealers! Per 
good bribe ? 


















I opened the packet with a strange conviction th|t it was more 
than a mere catalogue. I recognized at once the clear but crabbed 

“gargoyle room,” as I now called it. 

The catalogue proved no catalogue after all, but a letter from 


“Dear Nephew, whom I shall never see,” it began, “I am soon 



gargoyle—” 

I put down the letter, trembling as if with a sudden chill. 
Why should he fix upon the gargoyle of all his treasures as the 
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borough knowledge of 
































“ I shall have to visit these people of course,” she stated. “ You 






















































































AUX0N8. 


leaves parted and shot down a crir 

















The White Death.* 


























































Upside-down-ville.* 
















t,” said I correctingly. 












“ Oh, I see. The owners probably spent so much on the founda¬ 
tions that they couldn’t afford to finish them.” 

“ Yes, they are completed,” disputed the boy. 

“ But I don’t see anything but the basements.” 

“ How could you, when the rest goes down into the ground ?” 

“ Are all cellars on top of buildings ? ” 

“ We certainly wouldn’t put them anywhere else.” 








i kindness, and away 1 
t an unusually large < 


































“ Then would you mind telling me why they are under arrest?” 
“ One of them allowed a man to vote at an election yesterday. 
Our laws give only women that right. Another was absent when 
a fight took place in her precinct, and the offenders escaped. 
Various nuisances have been committed in the territory assigned 
to the others, and as the guilty parties were not apprehended the 
policewomen of those districts are held personally responsible. 
They will probably be sentenced to serve out the time which would 
have been given the real offenders, and also have to pay the fines, 














snake. Pursuit 
Again Hardin) 
thing different. 


i invariably fi 
liat it should 
















and there by gateways with pointed arches. 

The arrival of the party was greeted with loud acclaim by the 
multitudes thronging the banks of the river, and as they marched 
through to a barge awaiting them, the cries of joy and welcome 
sounded like a death knell in Harding’s ears, for he grimly sus¬ 
pected that he himself had little occasion to feel joyous. 

They were met at the largest gateway of the stone structure by 
a number of men robed in white also, and conducted into a lofty 
and spacious hall. Harding’s eyes rapidly swept the room in 
hopes some way of escape might appear, but as they scanned the 

hand of fear upon his throat. The next second, however, he re¬ 
covered himself, and, outwardly calm, gazed upon the most hor¬ 
rible sight he had ever had to face. 


It was no mere story-teller’s myth. There, coiled fold upon 
















































ing. It might almost be you — except for the eyes.” 

Arnold’s wine-glass went over with a crash. The butler hurried 
to his side. In the slight confusion which followed, the subject 
was dropped. 

When they went to the library after dinner, a wood fire was 
burning on the hearth, and the heavy red curtains were drawn 
before the windows, although it was scarcely past the middle of 
October. Carlton then remembered that in the long drawing- 





















































































too, caught an added loveliness fr 
the contour of the perfectly form 
like through the delicate apparel. 









Where is Robert Palmer? 1 













































the condition of poor 
I attempted a silly 











































The Spirit of the Fan.* 























head to hers^hi 










































their places among my treasured bibelots, but I am sure I should 
have taken no further pleasure in the possession of poor Mrs. Rod- 













The Black Roses." 





























































Through the Mirror.* 



“Yes,” I replied, “and you guess as well as you auctioneer.” 
In this way I bought the mirror, and had it sent to my apart¬ 
ments. It was one of those pier glasses, somewhat antiquated 
nowadays, with a marble base about eighteen inches from the floor. 
The gilt molding was a little tarnished, but that did not matter. 

piece, purposely bought old to preserve the mellow effect. That 
night I put it into place between two bookcases. 

























was just about to smile or do something to assure her I was no 
hobgoblin, when the small spot of frost began to form on the 

and soon the glass was completely covered, effectually cutting off 
my view, and leaving me with a blank look of annoyance upon mv 
face. 

I sat up late that night. Revolve the thing in my mind as I 
would, I could make neither head nor tail of it. In the light of 











thing about 














































































She would never wake up and laugh at me. 
dead. I dashed at the mirror. I would break 
l thing at last, and throw myself down by her 







